
1 "" ' WWjtofyo? 

i am as ho: as molten Lead, and as heauie too : God keep p ea > 
out of me, I need no more weight then mineownebowelsrl h a » 
led my rag of Muftians where they are peperd : theres not thre* 
ofmy i jo. left aliue, and they arc for the townes end, to b ega ! 
during life. But who comes heere/ Enter the Prince. 

‘jpnnce What Hand ft thou idle heere? lend mee thy iword 
Many a Noble man lies ftarkc and ftiffc, 

Vnder the houes of vaunting enemies, 

Whofe deaths are yet vnreueng’d,! prethee lend me thy Sw orc j 
Pal. O H ^/,1 pi ethee giuemeleaue to breathe a while:Turke 
Gregorie neuer did fuch deeds in armes, as I haue done this d a y • 
I haue payd Percy, 1 haue made him fure. y '“ 

Prince. He is indeed,and liuing to kill thee j 
I prethee lend me thy Sword. 

Eat. Nay before God Hal , if Percy bealiuc, thou getQ not 
my fwora, but take my piftoll if thou wilt. 

Prince Giueit me: vvhatjis itin the cafe? 
falfi. ILfol, tishot, theres that will facke aCitie. 

The Prince dr awes it out, and findes it a hottell of Sacke. 
Prince What, is it a timetp iell and dally now / 

He t hr owes the Bottell at him. Exit. 

Pal. If Percy be aliue,Ilepicrc£him,if he do come in my way, 
fo : if he do not,if I come in his willingly, let him make a Carbo- 
nado of me. Ilike notfuch grinning honour as fir fValter hath : 
giue me life, which if I can faue, fo : if not, honour comes vn- 
Sooktfor, and theres an end. 

esfkrme, exenrfions, enter the King, the Prince, Lord John 
cf Lancafier, and Sark ofWeftmerland. 

King I prethee //^ withdraw thy felfe, thou bleedefi too 
much 5 Lord John of Lancafier, goe you with him. 

P.Iohn Not I, my Lord,vnlefte Idid bleed too. 

Prm. I befeech your Maieftie make vp. 

Left your retirement doe amaze youf friends. 

Ki. I will do fo; my L. of tVef meet and, Icadc him to his Tent. 
Wefi.- Gome, my Lord, lie leade you to your T ent. 

Prince Leade me my Lord, I doe not need your helpe ; 

And God forbid a ihaUowfcratch llioulddriuc 
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rfe prince of Wales from fuch a field as this, 

Lherc ftainde Nobilitie lies troden ou, 

. j Rebels Armes triumph in maflacres, 

^ Jehu We breathe too long, come coolcn Wefimerland, 
Our duty this way lies .* For Gods fake come. 

tprin. By God, thou haft deceiu'd me Lancafier, 

1 did not thinke thee Lord of fuch a fpirit j 
Before I lou’d thee as a brother John, 

Rut now I doe refpeft thee as my foulc. 

ging I faw him hold Lord Percy at the poynt, 

Wirh luftier maintenance then I did looke for 
Offuch an vngrowne Warricr. 

Prm. 0>this Boy lends mettall to v s all. Exit. 

Pmg. Another King, they grow like Hydras heads, 
lam the Dowglas fatall to all thofe 
That weare thofe colours on them. What art thou 
Thatcounterfeitft the perfon of a King? 

Ki. The King himfelfe, who Dowg/as grieues at heart, 
Somanyorhis rtiadowes thou haft met. 

And not the very King ; I haue two Boycs. 

Sceke Percy and thy felfe, about the Field ? 

But feeing thou fail'd on me fo luckily - , v, 

Iwillalfay thee, and defend thy felfe. 

Dmg. I feare thou art another Counterfeit; 

And yet in faith thou bear’ft thee like a King t 
But mine I am fure thou art, who ere thou be ; 
Andthuslwinnethee, , _ 

They fight, the King being indanger, enter Prince off* ales. 
Prince. Hold vp thy head vile Scot, or thou art like 
Neuer to hold it vpagaine, the fpirits 
Of vsMnnt Sher/y,Stajford,Blunt. are in my Armes, 

It is the Prince of Wales that threatens thee. 

Who neuer promifeth, but he mcancs to pay. 

9 .They fight, ‘Dowglas fiieth. 

Cheerely my Lord, how fares your Grace? 

Sir Nicholas G aw fey hath for fuccour fent, 

Andfo hath Clifton : lie to C lift on ftrait. 

Kng, Stay, and breathea while. 
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